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Author's Notes: 

Im hoping to make this a consistant story, maybe throw in slash along the way. Very iffy, but it\'d help if 
people told me what they think. 

OC =a) 


James woke up in a daze with a feeling that something was out of place. Little did he know, it was him. He got 
up, and looked around recognizing where he was, but found it difficult to pinpoint exactly where. The room was 
empty; he looked next to him where wrinkled sheets clued him into what may have happened last night. An 
imprint of a body was faint, and it looked to be freshly abandoned. He lifted a shaking hand to his head, and 
propped himself up with the other. It wasn't like him to get so drunk on what he remembered to be a casual 
night, but then again, it was hard to tell what casual was anymore. Half of his body was buried in sheets, but 
he was feeling hot and nervous so he kicked them off quickly, noticing he had nothing at all to cover his toned 
frame. Leaning over the side of the bed he found a pile of clothes that trailed out of the open doorway. He 
stood up and held out the first pair of jeans he could find He assumed they were his and slid them on just in 


case there was an audience waiting outside the door, or wherever that pile of clothes led. 


At the end of the hallway was a large bay window, letting in blinding savage light. Had it been there before? He 
shook his head, realizing what a stupid thing it was to wonder. The house was becoming less familiar the more 


he explored, and uncomfortably silent. James found a downward staircase, and heard very faint voices, 
"Hello?" He finally asked. 


There was no answer, but he continued to keep his body still at the top stair, listening carefully. Still receiving 
nothing, he climbed down the winding stairs, sliding his hand along the cool, wooden banister. Now able to see 
down into the living room, there was a T.V. on in the far corner, accounting for the voices he heard. Now more 
discouraged, there was worry in his brow. Why couldn't he remember this place? Where was Lars? ‘Lars..' he 
thought, now a new panic straining his rapidly beating heart. As confused as he may have been, he could only 
imagine Lars more alone--he feared. Finishing his trek down the steep staircase, he took gaping strides, peeking 
around an entryway into a grand-looking kitchen. ltd been wasted with empty bottles and the reek of cigarette 
smoke, which he thought to be so familiar, he stopped noticing; still not a body in sight. 


"Hello? Lars?" Another attempt that ultimately failed. 

Feeling somewhat hopeless, he grabbed a half-full bottle of Jack, finishing it off hoping to calm down. Out from 
behind a door, a girl stumbled out, wiping her face with her arm. She was dressed in a leopard print corset, 
draped over it was an oversized denim jacket, and she wore a small leather skirt, and high heels. 


"Hey!" He shouted. 


She looked over with large eyes. Even from his distance James could tell she had to be on coke or something 


hard, 

Its youl" She said threateningly. 

James didn't answer, intrigued by her in a freakish sort of way. She strutted over, stumbling and catching 
herself on the counter. At one point she got so close, their noses practically touched. Her breath was heavy 
with the smell of vodka, James pulled back, 


If you see your friend, tell him this is from me." 


Recoiling even more, expecting a kiss, he was smacked hard in the face by her thin, flat palm. Bringing his hand 
to his cheek, now stinging, he looked at her with wild eyes, 


"What the fuck was--?" 
"Get out of here!" 


He angrily threw his hands out, "Not until you tell me where Lars is!" 


"Listen hon, if | knew, | woulda kicked his ass out to the curb. You can check the back yard, but you have two 
god damn minutes before | wake my daddy up." 


By the sound of it, she didn't mean her father. 

"Wait, is this your house?" 

"No, numb nuts, its Veronica's. Your girlfriend!" 

"As of when?" His brow creased, shocked and almost horrified by this discovery. 

"Last night! Goddamn How wasted were you?" 

"Where is she?" 

She pointed her thumb over her shoulder to the door beside the bathroom, "Garage." 

"Uh..tell her I'll call her." 

James turned his back, quicken his pace back through the door and out the open slider leading to the large 
backyard with a cement walkway and the pool filled with dozens of beer cans. The girl was obviously rich, but 
his memory was shot and nothing else came to him. Finding Lars could possibly help, since the sight of his 
friend's face often calmed him and set him straight. He peered down in the bushes, and behind the outdoor 
bar. 

"Lars?" 

He felt more worried. Why did everything feel so distorted and wrong? He couldn't find a single picture in his 
brain or lucid memory, but even worse, he couldn't find Lars. After minutes of walking the perimeter of the 
backyard, stepping through bark and dirt and thorny bushes, a familiar head of wavy brown hair was draped 
over the face he was sure belonged to Lars. Lying, passed out behind the air conditioning unit and more 
greenery, James recovered his friend's limp, half-naked body feeling relieved. While being carried to the 
pavement, Lars began to wake. His eyes burned and his throat was sore from God-knows-what. He struggled, 
finally realizing where he was, 

"Aye! Where in the god damn fuck do you--!" 

"Lars shut the hell up, it's me." 


James set him down on the cold cement, 


"Do you remember anything from last night?" 


"N-no. Wait.where the fuck are we?" 
James shrugged, 

"Ive no idea, doesn't that seem a bit odd?" 

"Yeah, a bit." 

"| even woke up naked.in a bed And some coke whore in the kitchen informed me that | now have a girlfriend" 
"Oh lovely!" 

"Not lovely! | don't know who she is! Oh yeah, and." 

James smacked Lars across his face, 

"Ow! Motherfucker!" Lars pressed his hands to his cheek 

"That's from the coke girl 

"Why! What did | do last night?" 


James threw his hands dramatically in the air, "You think | have an answer for you? | didn't even know where | 


was!" 
"Jesus, it was rhetoricall Anyway, are we the only ones here? Seems empty." 
yay Y P 


James started back towards the house and Lars promptly followed. There was nothing left at the house for 
them so James planned on walking straight to the car and resting in the comforting seclusion and soothing 


darkness of his room back in San Francisco. 


The couple's feet smacked across the hardwood floor, sending an echo off in all directions. Lars looked around 
as he walked, trying his hardest to remember anything. Suddenly, a picture appeared..soon came a snippet of a 
memory, which triggered more..Kirk was with them last night.. 


